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"If I speak her name, Finn Toller, will ye hold 'un mute and
mum in thee's deep soul?"
Mr. Toller's lower lip hung down; and two thin streams of
saliva, stained with tobacco-juice, dripped upon his filthy shirt
and upon his still filthier vest. The flea which he had brought
with him from his Beckery shanty snuggled up to his breastbone,
deriving much comfort from the pale-coloured hairs, smelling
like those of a dead stoat, which grew on the man's chest.
But he answered, as Homer would say, "from his steadfast
heart": "What you do tell to I, Mad Bet, be more hid than they
hanging-stones in Wookey. Folk can see they stones for sixpence;
but not for twenty pound would I betray thee, 'ooman . . . no,
not for twenty times twenty!"
Thus reassured, Mad Bet spoke her mind freely.
"Her be thik baggage, thik hell's broth piece o' harlotry, what
li\res wi' wold Miss Drew. Some do say she be married to 'un;
others do say she be his light-o-'-love. But whether or no for
that, she do go to's bed in Northload, every night, weekday and
Sunday. She do bless herself for living soft and cosy wi' thik
old 'ooman by day, and she do mightily cherish being colled and
clipped in's bed, when night do come! Heigh! but she do like
being naked to thik man's dear hand, night by night, and all
so daffadown-dilly in pretty bed-clothes! I do know she's feelin's
by me wone feelin's, Mr. Toller, and I do thinky and thinky,
when night do come, how she do lie so snug and warm wi' he."
Mr. Toller's masculine brain began to be totally confused.
Mad Bet was talking of her enemy as sympathetically and under-
standingly as if it were her daughter. Codfin could understand
bringing down an iron bar on the head of a rich mine-owner;
but this sympathising with the feelings of someone you were re-
ducing to dirt under your heel was a subtlety of vengeance be-
yond his grasp.
"I do know thik lass," he contented himself with saying. "I've
a-been inside Missy Drew's fine house wi' Bob Rendle from
Ditchett Underleaze. Us never took nothin', for Bob were fright-
ened when Lily Rogers talked in she's sleep; but I've a-been up-
stairs and downstairs in thik fine house."
Mad Bet pushed back her Sunday bonnet, with its forget-me-